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CHAPTER 1 
 
 
THE JOURNEY 
 
 
 I have often wondered what it would be like to look back over the 
years and picture the changes that have taken place in a country that was 
new to you in your youth.  As I near the declining years of my life, the 
panorama that unfolds itself is almost like the memories of a dream. I realize 
that changes have been many and stupendous. 
 
 Picture in your mind, two small girls with their father, arriving in 
Alberta on the morning of an early day in June, in the year 1895 A.D.  Up to 
that time, my life had been spent in the large industrial city of Manchester, 
England and in various cities in the United States.  We left Omaha, Nebraska 
on Monday evening at 6 pm. On June 3 rd.  Taking a train to Sioux City, 
Iowa and from there to St.Paul, Minnesota We traveled on the “Soo Line”  
through the Dakotas by way of Minot, Parkinson and North Portal to Moose 
Jaw in the Northwest Territories of Canada.  What a dreary looking country 
North Dakota was in those days, with hardly a building or animal in sight, 
for hours at a time.  The conductor on the train told my Father that it was the 
most monotonous run he had ever made.  We went through North Portal on 
Tuesday at midnight and our luggage was examined there by the US 
customs officials, to see if we were smuggling anything contraband into 
Canada.  It was not a long process with us as my Father was an experienced 
traveler and “knowing the ropes” as the saying goes, had shipped our heavier 
luggage “in bond” straight through to Calgary from Omaha. 
 
I must now mention an incident that took place at the beginning of our 
journey and the consequences that came later on.  We had a pet dog with us, 
a black purebred Pomeranian, which we all were very fond of, and in the 
hurry of changing trains at Sioux City, she was almost forgotten.  My Father 
hurriedly gave me our tickets with instruction to wait for him in St. Paul, and 
he rushed back to get the dog.  The train was pulling out when he arrived, 
but the baggage man threw the dog to Father.  In the excitement, her chain 
and drinking dish were forgotten and my Father just managed to climb 
aboard for St.Paul.  On arriving there and during a short stay, we were able 
to obtain another chain for her and also some breakfast which we later fed 
her in relays for one of us girls had to stay with our luggage which was quite 
numerous. 
